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Summary: The Dursleys take their "you were nothing but a burden" 
argument to the courts. Who does the Hero of the Wizarding World turn 
to? The man who started his legal career with a report on the proper 
thickness of potions cauldrons. This is a serious attempt at the 
oft-humorous plot. SBPOA Universe. 


1 . Chapter 1 

Vernon and Petunia Dursley v Harry Potter 
MARCUS ALDUS FLINT 

The Wizarding World was hidden from the larger Muggle one, but that 
did not mean there was NO interaction between them. In particular, 
when one had a grievance with the other. And there were ways that 
Muggles who were aware of Magicals could tell the right people to 
talk to. The Dursleys were sitting in the office of one such. Marcus 
Flint was one such. A defense attorney who recently set up his own 
practice. His record in Criminal Courts was impeccable. This is not 
to mean his clients were not found guilty, but he argued expertly for 
the least sentence possible. Now as a Civil attorney, he'd won every 
lawsuit in the past year. 

"Remember, Vernon, this man IS one of Potter's kind." Petunia hissed 
at her husband "But we need him. Be respectful! At least PRETEND he 
is normal . " 

Vernon grumbled at his wife through her entire spiel, and now he got 
his say "I know perfectly respectable normal solicitors through 
Grunnings . " 

"Who cannot be involved because of the very circumstancesaC 1 " Petunia 
began, wearily. This was at least the umpteenth time they had the 
same argument. But was interrupted by the secretary. 



IMELDA UMBRIDGE the nameplate proclaimed, was a young woman. Not 
unattractive, but her job wasn't to look good. Marcus Elint, Esq. 
wanted talent to match his and paid for talent not beauty. His wife 
was his trophy. Her phone buzzed, she pressed a button, spoke, 
listened, and nodded. Then smiled at the potential clients "Mr. and 
Mrs. Dursley? Solicitor Elint will see you now." 

"Thank you." The Dursleys nodded politely and 
followed . 
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The solicitor managed to look haughty and servile at the same time "I 
appreciate you coming to see me." He said "Sir, Madam. Welcome and 
please be seated. Miss Umbridge, refresh their beverages 
please . " 

The secretary nodded and left to return with a coffee pot. "That is a 
fine suit, Mr. Dursley, if you don't mind my noticing your husband, 
ma'am." Imelda offered "I am sure it is a credit to your 
tastes . " 

"Why, thank you, dear!" Petunia beamed. 

Vernon grunted slightly, but swelled "I was looking around while we 
waited. You have what seems to be a substantial collection of 
books . " 


"Yes, Mr. Dursley." Marcus nodded "And I assure you, it is a working 
library. I expect to wear out reference material before it goes out 
of date . " 


Petunia took the topic that would most irritate her husband "The 
reason we sought your representation is the situation involves a 
wizard . " 


"You and your husband dislike magic?" asked Imelda. At least she made 
it sound like a question. 

Petunia subtly kicked Vernon under the table and replied "Not as 
such. Solicitor. We were put upon by your world. I had prior 
distasteful involvement with magicals through my sister. As a child. 
More recently, we were guardians of a wizard who-" 

"He embarrassed us MULTIPLE TIMES!" Vernon cut in "With 
his-" 


Petunia loudly, but smiling "Abilities! I am sure you understand, the 
underagea€ 1 Before you go to that school." 

"Accidental magic." Marcus supplied, hiding his distaste for them. 
Their distaste was obvious on the very surface of their minds. He was 
barely using the Legilimency that helped make him so 
successful . 

Vernon gruffly acknowledged "Yes, that." 

"Mr. and Mrs. Dursley, let me be blunt." He said, setting down his 
legal pad "Ministry rules are very liberal regarding accidental 
magic. We simply have no punishment for it. And, in truth, no reason 



to. It falls into the same category as a€ 1 ahhha€ 1 . A toddler breaking 
crystal because he stumbled." 

Petunia put in "He was tried by your court for using 

a€ 1 ma€ 1 ma€ 1 magica€ 1 just the year after he started school." 

"Seems excessive for some underage wizardry." Imelda 
commented . 

Vernon gave a sour look and growled "It was not a first offense. The 
boy was a repeat offender." 

"Interesting and relevant even." Said Flint "But let's get specific. 
In order to justify a monetary settlement you would need to supply 
detailed expenses and/or damages that you incurred. The expenses must 
be significant. And, of equal importance, would be the wealth of the 
defendant. Could hea€ 1 or ahha€ 1 shea€ 1 pay a large judgment?" 

Both Dursleys smiled, their expressions showing pureaC 1 or rather, 
decidedly impureaC 1 greed. Petunia answered "He is one of your 
Houses . " 

"And consider we never got so much as a Farthing!" Vernon jumped in 
"And not so much as a by your leave!" 

A pureblood wizard, raised by Muggles? The legal pair exchanged 
perplexed looks. But Flint's mind was on a careful cost/benefit 
calculation. Could a payout be large enough to offset the risk of 
offending a member of the Wizengamot? "The initial stages of a case 
are likely to be the most time consuming." He began, cautiously "I 
would probably want to argue that it be heard in Muggle court . A 
House is likely to have allies on any tribunal, so you wouldn't get a 
fair hearing. So I can consider opt ionsaC 1 exact ly which wizard are we 
discussing? " 

"Harry Potter." Replied Petunia with some trepidation. 

Marcus sat back in his leather chair. This was a greater risk than 
he'd thought. Did he have anything personal against Potter? Not 
really. Yes, losing Quidditch to a First Year was embarrassing, but 
he could equally lay the blame on the Malfoy brat for replacing him 
Seventh Year. Besides, it almost directly led to redirecting himself 
to the success he currently enjoyed. 

Imelda meanwhile held her wand out in her sleeve silently cast 
"_Legilimens_! " She signaled with a high pitched cough. Once, 
twiceaCl.a pauseaC 1 then a third. Nothing a client would suspect. 
Especially Muggles with no Occlumency skills. 

"You should know, Mr. and Mrs. Dursley, in the interests of full 
disclosure, Harry Potter and myself were opponents frequently on 
sporting fields. There was enmity as a result. However, given our age 
difference, we had little contact. That said, I think you have a 
claim and would like to represent you." And concluding his speech, 
Flint left his chair, walked around the heavy oak desk and offered a 
hand . 


Vernon shook the bare minimum that courtesy allowed. Petunia pumped 
the hand vigorously. 



Imelda waved an arm, offered "If you will wait outside for a moment, 

I will take your paperwork. Then explain the first stages of your 
case. There are also fees and expenses that I must go over with you." 
She shut the heavy wood door behind the Dursleys. 
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"They both hate magic." The solicitor observed "Him much more than 
her . " 

The secretary shook her head "No. His is a surface distaste. She is 
the source. And it runs straight to her core. But they share one 
trait with us that will benefit the case. Greed." 

"Ah." Flint acknowledged with a nod "And you're certain about 
them? " 

She nodded "Absolutely. They are not lying. They believe everything 
they said. And they are a bit desperate. I get the sense we are not 
their first stop." 

"I see." He grinned "Go for the gold." 
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She showed the Dursleys a professional smile and waved them to a 
semi-private alcove "First, if I can have any records you brought to 
support your case. I'll make copies. But please preserve your 
originals. We recommend a secure lockbox such as a bank." 

"Of course, here you are." Replied Petunia. She handed over a 
substantial stack of papers. 

Imelda thanked her "This is an impressive file ma'am. It will go a 
long way in our case." 

"My wife is most detailed." Vernon commented. He watched, rather 
pleased to witness a perfectly normal office copier in 
operation . 

Imelda pushed over a single sheet form and said "This designates us 
as your legal counsel. Both sign at the bottom, please." Brought out 
a thick packet "These are basic declarations. You are both citizens 
of England, the UK, the EU. To the best of your knowledge, your 
nephew (as defendant) is the same. You have suffered real physical 
and/or financial harm as a result of your nephew's placement. You 
will both need to initial at every green tab and sign at the red 
tabs . " 

"Can we add severe hand pain?" Petunia quipped some ten minutes 
later. And they still weren't finished. 

Imelda had heard that joke a lot. But, she chuckled along with the 
clients as if it was original. Then she switched to a serious face 
and said "Now comes the least pleasant part of the meeting. Expenses. 
To start a case against one of our Ancient and Noble Houses will be 
costly. The last judgment was in excess of five millio-" 

"WHAT! BLOODY-" Vernon turned purple and all but had a stroke right 
then . 



Smiling inside, the secretary offered a cup of water "I did not mean 
to imply that as our fee, sir. Please excuse me. But starting a case, 
getting even a first hearing, might easily cost A£20,000." 

"Th-that i-i-isa€l" gulped Petunia. 

The house was paid for. The car, almost. The emergency funa€lwell, 
Vernon gripped his wife's hand "Well, Miss Umbridge, we might not be 
able to do that right up front. Woulda€ 1 A£15,000 be an amount I 
could pay immediately? Another A£15,000 in a couple weeks." 

"Marcus trusts my judgment." Imelda said after idly tapping her chin 
with a pen. "I am fairly certain we can get started under those 
terms. After all, we are beginning a long term relationship. You do 
understand that? Mr. and Mrs. Dursley? Good, final provision. Our 
ultimate compensation will be the greater of A£350 per hour or 35% of 
your judgment." 

They both nodded. Vernon scratched vigorously in the checkbook and 
ripped off a single paper that now represented a sizable amount of 
money. After receiving copies of everything, the Dursleys left the 
three story office building. Outside, he sighed "That was not nearly 
as bad as I thought. Lawyer! PAH! Bloodsuckers! The lot of 
them ! " 

"It amazes me that six of them wouldn't even consider the matter." 
Petunia replied "Grandfather Evans always spoke prosaically about 
justice for the little person." 

Vernon laughed rather greedily "Hurting that boy! Dragging his 
scrawny carcass into court is just as important to me. I will enjoy 
seeing him squirm." 

"I hope you will keep that opinion out of sight in THEIR company." 
Warned Petunia. To which Vernon only grunted and waved his key for 
her to get in the car. 
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After pointing the Dursleys to the elevator. Miss Umbridge sat at her 
desk filled out a deposit slip, pulled her jacket and purse and laid 
them on her desk. She tapped on the inner door and opened it "Mark." 
She said, casually "I'll need an hour to stop at the bank. Here's the 
Dursley agreement." 

"You think it's worth an hour?" he sneered slightly at her. 

She grinned, nodded and held up the check "Eifteen with another 
fifteen in a week. Win lose or draw, this could be big." 

"Take a bonus for yourself, Mel." Replied Elint. He allowed a flicker 
of a smile to show on his not unattractive face. 

She grinned. She knew all the secrets. Knew he engaged in the usual 
file padding. Eigured what amount she would question, added 25%, and 
departed "Early start tomorrow, boss." 

Madam Elise Edgecombe Wizengamot Speaker 



2. Chapter 2:PERCIVAL IGNATIUS WEASLEY 

[a/n] This story does take place in my Susan Bones and the Prisoner 
of Azkaban story. Because I like Susan. Couldn't say that's required 
reading for this, there'll be enough story references here. If you 
haven't read it, they'll probably drive you slightly crazy. Then you 
should read SBPOA if you haven't. Last time, we saw Elint and the 
Dursleys, now it's Percy and the Potters plus a little gag I keep 
running across. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>2 PERCIVAL IGNATIUS WEASLEY<p> 

After the climatic one on one duel in which most feared Dark Lord of 
the Twentieth Century, his dragon and Nagini were slain by a pair of 
young basilisks, no one yet learned where they came from and the 
victor wasn't telling where the survivor was. Said winner had only to 
speak his heart's desire for multiple job offers to land in his lap. 
Harry Potter Hero of the Wizarding World had three ambitions as an 
eighteen year old wizard. He wanted to teach, that was an offer 
Headmistress McGonagall did NOT extend. 

"You are far and away the finest student of your generation. Potter." 
She had told him "Transfiguration, Defense, even Charms possibly, I 
have no doubt you could teach well. You willaClone day. ButaC 1 not 
nowaC 1 not yet . " 

And Harry slumped, visibly. His disappointment flashed to anger when 
she laughed. 

She shook her head, not at all disturbed by the heat almost palpable 
"That, my young friend, is exactly why. No more would I have hired 
Miss Granger... if she were with us... despite the encyclopedia in her 
mind. Live a little. One day you will no longer feel anger when you 
think of this conversation. Come back then." 

"Stupid bitch McGonagall." Harry grumbled repeatedly among the small 
group that knew he'd applied to Hogwarts. It took Susan's protests to 
win the Headmistress a wedding invite. He took two jobs then, first 
an auror. He had, by killing Voldemort, earned a pass on the usual 
training. Just for the record, he took, and passed with full marks, 
the final exam. Aurors were required to maintain a certain physical 
conditioning, this fit in smoothly with his second job. That of 
Reserve Seeker for the Chudley Cannons. Harry Potter was a busy young 
wizard . 
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Susan Amelia Bones-Potter , wearing the shirt with epaulets declaring 
her a Page was on break from her first Ministry job as an 
Interdepartmental Messenger. "Good morning, dear." She bounced 
herself right into his lap. Dropped a thick envelope on his desk and 
kissed him. 

"How come my messages don't get delivered that way?" a sour voice 
came over the divider. 


Harry dug a finger into her kidneys making her squeal and retorted 



"Becausea€ 1 Scamandera€ 1 you're not nearly as pretty as me. 


A paper airplane made a loop in the air, swept down on the couple and 
bumped Susan in the ear. She issued a brief, noisy raspberry at her 
husband's partner. "It's always nice to include a bit of pleasure 
with work." She declared, then asked "So? Wha ' cha got?" 

"Marked personal." He observed "You didn't open it?" 

She made a show of brushing her nails on her chest, replying "A 
Messenger delivers. A Messenger does not know, or need to. Period." 
And pushed herself out of his lap. 

"Off with ya ! " he growled and playfully swatted her rear. Grinning as 
his wife turned a corner and vanished. Tearing open the manila 
envelope, he kicked back for an apparently long bout of reading. The 
first pagea€ 1 introductorya€ 1 immediately brought irritation. The 
second, outrage "FIFTY MILLION GALLEONS! BLOODY DURSLEYS ! I'LL AVADA 
THE LOT OE THEM!" 

"Harry!?" Susan tore back into the office, skipping the formality of 
checking in at the main desk. She got there just in time to see her 
husband's fist come through the cubical divider. 

He whined "That was really bloody stupid. Owwwww ! " And, when he tried 
to free his hand, he only succeeded in damaging it further. 

"What do you expect when you put your hand through a wall?" asked 
Susan, unsympathetically. Although her tone was. "Now hold still a 
second while I help this." She pulled her wand and made the jagged, 
splintered hole caused by Harry's punch into a neat opening. Then 
with assistance, eased him free and back in his chair. 

Harry whined and whimpered, holding his arm. Nor was it an 
exaggeration. There were deep, bleeding gashes halfway up his arm and 
bruises were already discolored his clearly broken knuckles. He 
sighed when a pink glow from his partner numbed the damaged limb. 
"Appreciate that. Newt." He chuckled. 

"You owe me a€ 1 twoa€ 1 Potter . " The older auror declared. 

Now that the immediate crisis was over, Susan leaned back and glared 
at her husband "So, what brought this on?" she demanded. 

"Thanks for the sympathy. Sue." He grumbled. And, when his wife 
didn't flinch, he grabbed the envelope she'd brought and pushed it to 
her. "The Dursleys are suing me for fifty million galleons." 

Susan's initial reaction was a raised eyebrow. She leafed through 
page after page "Clothinga€ 1 school suppliesa€l befitting a 
Housea€ 1 incident s of damagea€ 1 result of magica€ 1 . Got the idea." She 
put the pile down and gave him a sad look "You know, no lawsuit was 
**ever** solved by an avada . " 

"Then I'll put Ered and George on the job." He grumbled "They'll make 
it look like an accident . " 

Susan sighed, rubbed his chest and kissed his forehead "Just let the 
healer fix you up." She told him "I'll put the right Weasley on 
this." This time she really did leave. Stopping at the women's locker 



room the Ministry provided she called for her House Elf, shed her 
Page's uniform and with it the persona of a mere young girl. Put on 
the rich affair that proclaimed her the Head of one Ancient and Noble 
House and First Lady of another. 
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Percival Igatius Weasley Esq. Associate Legal Counsel - the nameplate 
on the door proclaimed in golden lettering. While the affair of the 
Triwizard Tournement was highly damaging to several careers, the 
middle Weasley came up roses. His life plan was jumped ahead several 
years. Percy planned to be in this position by 2003 not 1999. He was 
well pleased and could marry Penelope early. He ceased contemplation 
and resumed work. Some two hours later there was a disturbance in the 
corridor. He got up and opened his door "Lady Potter? Greetings and 
felicitations." He gave a respectful bow to the wealthiest woman in 
Magical Britain. 

"Hello, Percy." She replied, he was her social inferior. "Might we 
speak? Privately?" 

Even though his younger brother's best friend still rubbed him the 
wrong way. He would never refuse to meet with either. And, she was 
pureblood raised. "But, of course." He said, solicitously "Would you 
like a refreshment?" 

"No thank you." She replied, and went through the open door. 

An eager to please Page entered as she was sitting "Water Lady. 1 
degree . " 

"Thank you Lisa." Susan acknowledged and after the pleased Page 
curtsied herself out, giggled "Do you know I had breakfast with her 
in the cafA© the other day?" 

Percy wasn't sure what to make of that. 

Susan was, if anything, more amused "Obviously a case of Superman 
syndrome . " 

"What can I do for House Bones?" asked Percy, eager to please, but 
ready to get to business. 

Susan nodded "A story my husband related to mea€ 1 Is it true you once 
wrote a report for the Ministry about the thickness of potions 
caldrons ? " 

"My brothers were most unkind about that." Percy answered sourly "But 
it is **still** the basis for potion standards." 

Susan offered an apologetic expression then explained "I'm not 
mocking you. In fact, and I am here on behalf of House Potter, I 
think it makes you the perfect solicitor to help with a legal matter. 
A very serious one." And she placed the very thick stack of legal 
documents on his desk. 

"As the case involves an Ancient and Noble Housea€ 1 in a sense, 
twoa€lthis is something the Ministry would take an interest in." 

Percy considered, scratching his chin "And, while it is certainly 
appropriate for the Ministry to generally advise, I could not work 



the case on Ministry time. 


She nodded "I wouldn't want you to. Obviously I'm not on the clock 
myself at the moment. So? Review it as a Ministry employee, please. 
And, subject to Harry's okaya€lwill you represent House Potter during 
the case?" 

"Given the potential impact to two Houses, the Ministry needs an 
analysis of the potential consequences . " He was giving the formidable 
stack of papers a look "Naturally, a report will need to go to the 
Minister. As for solicitor for the whole casea€ll'll need to ensure 
there is no conflict of interesta€ 1 all ethical concernsa€ 1 And my 
supervisor's approval." To most Percy was unquest ioningly loyal to 
the Ministry. Hence, his Gryffindor placement. That was certainly 
true when he wrote his Cauldron Thickness report. He was still 
loyalaGlto the source of his paycheck. 

Susan fleetingly reached out with legilimency, and found a shield. 

She withdrew tracelessly. But, the niece of Amelia Bones could read 
faces and body language even better. And wizards didn't learn that 
skill at all commonly. "Of course, if you agree" she offered with a 
smile "we'll be only too happy to compensate you for your time." 

"As soon as I've reviewed the file. I'll let you know." He was proud 
of keeping the excitement out of his voice and the firmness of the 
handshake he offered. 

Susan smiled, and even more broadly at feeling the sweaty palm "If 
it's today, we'll be at the Manor. You can reach either of us 
tomorrow here." 

"Of course. Lady Potter." He agreed "Thank you for thinking of 
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Harry's reflexes prevented a collision with his wife "Imagine my 
surprise when I heard LADY Potter was here." He sniggered "Where did 
you take off to?" 

"It is not for you to question a Lady!" A stern looking Augusta 
Longbottom declared. 

The young couple turned, looked at each other "Superman!" and burst 
out laughing. 

"How dare you!" a now outraged witch snarled "Auror! I command you to 
identify yourself!" 

Susan whispered "Clark Kent." In her husband's ear. 

"Harry Potter, ma'am." Answered Harry with barely suppressed mirth 
"My wife, Susan." 

Madam Longbottom sniffed and stalked off. 

"Snape?" asked Susan after she was safely out of earshot. 

Harry waggled his left hand at her "Snape 's grandmother. So, hand's 
healed. Why ' d you abandon me in my time of pain?" he ended his 



question with a sniffle. 

"I've seen you more hurt in Second Year." She snorted "And this was 
your own fault. Besides, I thought it was a priority to get your case 
looked at . " 

Harry noticed "Percy? Right. I'm game. Shall we?" 

"I took the rest of the afternoon off." Susan answered, huskily 
"Wanna go home? And play?" She wasn't sure what she felt first, the 
tug of apparition or her husband's lips on hers. 
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Madam Elise Edgecombe was voted Wizengamot Speaker in the wake of the 
Death Eater purges. Trials were still ongoing. She was a pureblood 
traditionalist who never supported Voldemort. She was head of the 
richest House in Britain. As a plus, she opposed the movement led by 
the Potters, Blacks and Weasleys. There was a knock on her office 
door "Enter?" 

"Percival Weasley, to see you. Madam." Her secretary said. 

He entered, removed his hat, inclined his head, introduced himself 

"Percival Ignatius Weasley, Madam Speaker. You asked to see 

me?" 


"Beverly, please file these and you can leave for the day." She 
dismissed her secretary. And resumed scratching with her quill. 
Continued for a time, then looked up "Thank you, Mr. Weasley, for 
seeing me. I realize it is rather late." 

He waitedaC 1 showing no sign of resenting the waitaC 1 and responded 
with just the proper tone "This is not my first late night, ma'am. 

And I am certain it will not be my last." 

"Excellent att itudeaC 1 may I call you Percy?" she said. 

He nodded "As you like ma'am." 

"Your memo is generating considerable concern. As I am sure you can 
imagine." She got to business. 

Somewhat concerned, Percy explained "The Lady Potter sought me out. 
Earl Potter and my brother Ronald were close friends at 
Hogwart s . " 

"We have no objection to either the Potters' or your behavior." The 
Speaker held up a hand "The speed with which your preliminary report 
reached your supervisor's desk was exemplary. Everyone up to myself 
and the Minister are eager for your evaluation, but please do not 
take that to mean you need to live in your office." 

Percy's face cleared "Thank you. Madam Edgecombe. I was hoping to see 
my fiancAOe tonight. But I can assure you, I will have a full report 
with potential impact evaluation tomorrow. There is one other request 
Lady Potter made." 


"Oh?" she asked. 



Not quite sure how to phrase his request he stopped and started 
several times "Ma'am, Lady Potter asked if I would argue the case for 
the defense. I wonder what the Ministry position on an employee 
taking sides-" 

"Ahhha€lbut this is different." Elise interrupted "After all, these 
are Muggles. While it would be a conflict of interest in a House to 
House dispute, there is no such concern here. Submit your request 
through channels, do wish to be seen breaking the chain of command. 
However, if it meets any resistance, please let me know." 

Percy recognized a dismissal when he heard one "Thank you, ma'am." 

She did not ask, so he did not offer to take leave for this. He 
figured he could manage to use a bit of Ministry time, since the 
Speaker clearly implied whose side the Ministry would take. And he 
could make a modest extra income for a time. His aspirations soared, 
could another promotion possibility have just been dropped in his 
lap? 


End 
f lie . 



